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VII
For though in dreadful whirls we hung
High on the broken wave, I knew Thou wert not slow to hear,
Nor impotent to save.
VIII
The storm was laid, the winds retired.
Obedient to Thy will; The sea, that roared at Thy command,
At Thy command was still.
I2C
In midst of dangers, fears, and death,
Thy goodness I'll adore, And praise Thee for Thy mercies past,
And humbly hope for more.
My life, if Thou preserv'st my life,
Thy sacrifice shall be; And death, if death must be my doom,
Shall join my soul to Thee.
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Domus et placens Uxor.   HOR., 2 Od. xiv, 21-2
I HAVE very long entertained an ambition to make the word wife the most agreeable and delightful name in. nature. If it be not so in itself, all the wiser part of mankind, from the beginning of the world to this day, has consented in an error : but our unhappi-ness in England has been, that a few loose men of genius, for pleasure, have turned it all to the gratification of ungoverned desires, in despite of good sense, form, and order; when, in truth, any satisfaction beyond the boundaries of reason, is but a step towards madness and folly. But is the sense of joy and accomplishment of desire no way to be indulged or attained? and have we appetites given us to be at all gratified? Yes, certainly. Marriage is an institution calculated for a constant scene of as much delight